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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I guess it all started, as it always does, in the beginning. Of course, for many of us, that could be when we were kids and we tried on moms panties or touched her slip or whatever and suddenly we are hooked on it. Or maybe our partner introduces us to it in some way, shape form or manner. Or any of a number of other ways in which we start dressing up in women’s clothes. Some of us limit ourselves to underwear, others go into “normal” clothes and, well, for some like me, we are into the more extreme aspects, from high heels to French Maid Uniforms and other slutty apparel.  
 
      
 
    Me personally, I started out with the mom’s underwear. It just felt RIGHT, or maybe just better than the male cotton jockey shorts. Of course, there was also the usual masturbation and ruining of mom’s panties and such. And of course I was caught a few times. One time I even had to stand there in front of her, putting on each item and while feeling humiliation, I was also feeling something else, though telling mom that was NOT the thing to do. I sometimes wonder what would have happened if I had been honest with her about it and maybe telling her that I was indeed a girl or felt like one. Of course, it could have been interesting, though we are talking the 70’s so… 
 
      
 
    Anyway, that is how I started out. Of course, at that time, I knew about stockings and heels and all that, though finding them was not as easy and hiding them while a teen at home with mom, well… But I grew up, moved out, tried to forget everything about this little “perversion” of mine and went about life. And then it would hit me, I would indulge, then purge, hate myself and repeat it all again… Don’t we all??? 
 
    Finally, I decided to STOP this massive purge/binge cycle and decided to talk to a doctor about it, to see if maybe it was me wanting to be a girl and all. Guess what… NOPE! I just loved the girlie stuff… Gee, REALLY??? Then what about all those fantasies that I had and all… Oh yeah, I forgot to tell the doc about the other side, where I also liked being tied up and such… I wonder what would have happened then. Not that it matters, because then I decided to go a different route and with the internet, it was a great method of finding what I was looking for, though I didn’t realize just how much it was going to really change me and my life. 
 
    So there I was, looking over the internet into such places as ALT, Collarspace and several others. I wrote a couple of women and even some of the “tranny’s” out there, chatting back and forth and I could never really find a connection. I wasn’t giving up but they were either in far off places like Germany or a little closer like Utah (really, where the Mormons are??? Special underwear???) But then, for some reason I found this one woman, who was about my age, and not skinny (since I am not skinny either, what the hell, why not) but what got me was something that she had posted on the site. Something about a “bucket list” and how one of her sissy’s had said that they had such and such on their list and what about “you”… Well, not that I expected a reply but POOF! There it was. My short message told her why I was writing her and after a couple emails back and forth, which then moved to texting (I am NOT of the age of texting, to be sure!) and sure enough, we got to talking about things and arranged to actually MEET for lunch at the end of the week. 
 
      
 
    Now, I travel for my work. I am on the road almost 40 weeks of the year, living in hotel rooms for 4 days a week if not longer. When I am out on the road, while I do bring stuff to wear, I rarely bring make up and nowadays, most hotels are interior doors so going out dressed is NOT as easy as it was when I was younger! But I do have makeup and this week I decided to bring it with me, along with, of course, my maid uniforms and petticoats. I brought heels I can walk in, though I do have a pair of 7 inch heels that I love as well but walking for an extended period of time, well, not yet anyway. I can walk a few feet but I am getting better. 
 
    So I spend the week working, also practicing my makeup, which though not great certainly is not as bad as Tammy Faye Baker in her heyday! But I also would not consider myself to be super model looking either. Remember that we are now talking about being in our 40’s and as such, we KNOW we can’t be super sexy but we can at least TRY for MILF status in our looks. I think, though, I would need some serious practice. 
 
      
 
    But anyway, it is finally time for the meet and, of course, I have all my things, locked away in the car. I am NOT expecting to even have some play time, as it were, with her as this is supposed to be a “get to know you” kind of lunch. I finish my work and head off to the restaurant. Now, I DO have on some pretty panties and thigh high stay up stockings (Well, MAYBE we would play and this way there would be less to put on.) But I get there before her and get a table. She placed it my name, so they knew I was coming. 
 
    Of course, being a little nervous, I sit down and wait for her to arrive. I have seen a picture of her and all and KIND OF know who and what to expect. And as the time nears, I see her car arrive. At least, I know it’s her car after she gets out of the car and I see her. A couple moments later, I stand up as she comes to the table. 
 
    We chatted for a moment as she and I look at our menus and the waitress comes over and we order lunch. Then we talk about everything BUT what it is that we would need to talk about. I think that it just so that we can gauge each other and feel each other out. Goodness knows, while at first I feel a little nervous, I relax and talk about this and that. Lunch arrives and we are still chatting away but now we are delving into the world of Domme and submissive. 
 
    When we get into this area, of course, I feel comfortable about talking about SOME things and I do. Of course there is not anyone sitting at the tables next to us so it is a little safer to talk about being a sissy and submissive and all those naughty but delicious topics, but, of course, while I am somewhat of a novice, I do have a form of understanding about the lifestyle that I want to experience. 
 
      
 
    I talked about things like wanting to experience “Damsel in Distress” bondage as well as other forms of being bound, gagged and even disciplined. I can even remember back in the day when my father would punish me with a leather belt for doing something, well, stupid or wrong, because HIS father would punish him the same way. Many years later he would apologize for it and I accepted it, not realizing that I would actually CRAVE discipline. 
 
    And I talked about the “bucket list” and mentioned that I had been somewhat curious about being “forced” to give blowjobs or being taken from behind. I didn’t notice anything strange really when I talked about those things, though I have to admit that I was more looking down than up at her, but I thought I might have seen something, well, like the so called “evil grin” briefly on her face. 
 
    She told me that she was what they call a switch, meaning that she liked playing the Dominant but also, at times, being submissive. But she was only submissive to her husband and one or two others. I explained that I was not looking to “switch” because, well, I never really felt dominant, except at work where I pretty much had to be, being the manager of a fairly good sized work crew. 
 
      
 
    We talked for about another hour, now into the end of the second hour there and she asked me if I wanted to continue this conversation at her place. Okay, I was not really expecting that but I certainly agreed. Then she whispered into my ear, “Did you bring your maid uniform, Christy?” I blushed and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” I whispered back. She smiled at me. “Good, I have some work for you to do at home. Follow me in my car.” 
 
      
 
    I am now kind of feeling like I won a lottery. Okay, a little scared but definitely feeling good because MAYBE she would help me discover some things about myself. Isn’t that what we all want? 
 
      
 
    20 minutes later, I have followed her to a nice, country home. It’s not large but it is fairly comfortable. She leads me in and introduces me to her dog and cat. I see pictures of her older children as well as her husband. I get a little tour, and she points out the bathroom. I have brought my bag with me and she has me go there and get dressed. I am feeling a little giddy. 
 
      
 
    So I take off my boy clothes and take out my girly stuff. I already have on a pair of black panties but I pull out my ruffled panties and put them on over the others. Then I pick up my pretty black bra and put my forms in place. I pull out my black corset and get it on me. I need some help lacing it but I get it as best I can. Then I pull on the white chiffon petticoat and then my black French Maid uniform. I put the apron around my waist and tie it in place. 
 
      
 
    When I walk out of there to grab my make up out of the bag, she stops me. 
 
      
 
    “Take off your uniform. Your Corset is not tight enough!” I remove it immediately. She makes me turn around and then she starts to tighten it and I can tell she is making my waist smaller for sure. A couple minutes later she ties it in place. Now, lift up the petticoat and drop the panties, sissy” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I do so and then watch as she takes a pink plastic tube and starts to place it around my balls and over my penis. In seconds, I am locked into a chastity device. “So you don’t get any BOY like thoughts!” I look at it and realize that though a little uncomfortable, it fits rather well, partly because I am not well endowed. I pull up my panties and drop the petticoat and then put on the uniform. She ties the apron in place and then sits me down in front of a make-up table. 
 
    “I want you to pay VERY CLOSE attention to what I am doing because the next time I see you, you have to do this yourself!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” and I am thinking, “next time?” OH MY GOD! She is going to teach me??? 
 
      
 
    And I do indeed pay attention to the makeup magic that she does. I even learn the things that I have to pick up that I did not have before, like concealer and eye liner. But once she is done, I look at her handiwork and I am astonished at the results. While I do not look like a young 20 something, I certainly DO look like a late 30, early 40 woman. I am shocked and amazed. And when I get the wig in place, the transformation is complete! I start to feel something in my groin and the chastity stops me, causing me to groan a little. 
 
      
 
    “Gee Christy; are you feeling GOOD about how you look?” I nodded, not wanting to destroy the idea of what I am looking at by talking. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Christy, between now and the next time, you will NEED to work on your voice. I will not have my little sissy NOT talking. But I am glad to hear, or not hear, that you like the look. Practice what I taught you between now and then too.” 
 
      
 
    Then it was time to be the maid. And I learned very fast what I was supposed to do. The first lesson was how to WALK! For some 40 years, I never really paid attention to how I walked but she sure did. 
 
    “Stand up straighter! Don’t slouch! Walk heel, toe, heel, toe! Put one foot in front of the other!” And each time I made a mistake, well, a little discipline. First mistake, I was told to bend over and lift up the dress and petticoat. She had her riding crop in hand and delivered 10 lashes to my panty clad ass. After the first couple, which did sting, I discovered that I was actually liking the little bit of pain. 
 
    It took a few minutes before I made another little mistake. I didn’t do it on purpose but I goofed and forgot to dust something up high. So I had to assume the position again and this time I got 25 lashes. None bothered me this time and I was feeling kind of euphoric when she was done. I don’t think it was lost on her either. 
 
    Next little mistake I did, I indeed committed on purpose. And she KNEW I did. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, you did that on purpose, didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry but, well…” 
 
      
 
    “You wanted to be disciplined again, didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the floor. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Fix the mistake and finish cleaning here and the kitchen. If you do a PERFECT job, then I will give you a reward. If not, then no more spankings.” 
 
      
 
    I lit up. “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    I paid close attention, just as I had been doing, and managed to finish the living room and the kitchen. As Mistress inspected everything, I loved how she checked to make sure I even dusted around the tops of the cabinets and doors moldings. Something told me to make sure I cleaned there as well. She smiled at me. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl. Now, normally I would not have you do this, as you are just learning. But I want you to follow me to the laundry room.” 
 
      
 
    She led me down the hall and into a small room. Washer and drier and a small hand washing sink were there. 
 
      
 
    She handed me two baskets. The first one had basic clothes in it. But the second one was her underwear and stockings. Now, I should point out that she is wearing the same clothes that she wore at lunch, which does NOT scream Dominatrix. Jeans and a blouse with low heels on do not usually make one think Domme. But at this point, I really didn’t care as I was being Christy and that was all I really wanted. 
 
      
 
    “The regular clothes go into the washer in COLD! Make sure zippers and buttons are done up. Once you have that started, I am going to permit you to wash my panties and stockings. There is the Woolite on the shelf and there is the drying rack. Once you have finished, come meet me in the living room.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I got the normal clothes all into the washer and started the machine. Then I read the instructions on the Woolite to make sure I didn’t add too much or too little. 
 
    Mistress’ stockings were the first thing I took care of. She didn’t have a lot of them but I took care to not ruin them. After a few minutes, I had all five pair hanging on the drying rack. Then I got to her panties. 
 
    These were not what one would call “normal’ panties, since she had several pairs of those that were in her regular wash. These all seemed to be fancier pairs. Mostly thongs and such, lacy or silky. And I washed all ten pairs of them, imagining how each one might have felt on me, though I really didn’t LIKE thongs. But I was now curious about what they were like. 
 
    I got those washed and hung up. I drained and rinsed the sink and left the laundry room and headed to the living room. When I got there, I instantly noticed that she had changed her clothes and I walked in and got down on my knees in front of her. 
 
      
 
    Where before she had been wearing jeans and a blouse, NOW she looked totally different. Her makeup was totally stark and very bold. No blouse but now she was wearing a black corset and a black satin thong. On her legs were stockings and on her feet a pair of black patent pumps. In her hand was her riding crop. Beside me, at my feet, were leather cuffs, a penis gag and a leash. 
 
      
 
    “First, Christy, I want you to clean my shoes. I think that there is a smudge on each of them!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” and I started to lick her shoes clean. As I was doing this, I started to understand that something inside me was taking all of this in and telling me that this is where I belonged. After a couple minutes, she stopped me. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy, that was good. Now, take the leather cuffs and put them around your wrists and ankles.” I picked each one up and wrapped them around my wrists and ankles. “Now, take that little strap and wrap it around the bottom of your foot, holding your shoes in place.” I did this. Then she handed me locks for the strap. “Lock that in place through the little hole!” 
 
      
 
    “Now, Christy, I want you to take that gag and put it in your mouth, putting the strap snugly around the back of your head. Do NOT make it TOO snug.” I did this, relishing the idea of the gag, even though I probably shouldn’t like this gag inside my mouth. But I did. 
 
      
 
    Once I had that done, while still on my knees, she told me to look up at her. 
 
      
 
    “This is NOT a slave collar, Christy. This is a TRAINING collar. I am putting it around your neck to allow you to FEEL what a collar feels like when you are wearing it. A SLAVE collar has a different weight to it, though it will not look any different than what this one looks like.” Then I felt it go around my neck and it felt… NICE! “Pick up that leash off the floor and present it to me.” 
 
      
 
    I picked it up and, with both hands; I raised it up in front of me and held it out for her. I was looking down at the floor while doing this. I felt her finger go under my chin and lift it up. 
 
      
 
    “Each time you come here, you will present yourself to me like this. On your knees, wearing your cuffs, gag and the training collar. You will then present the leash to me.” Then she took it and took the end and connected it to the collar. “Once I put this on you, it means that you are mine. I can give the lead to anyone I desire to give it to but you will always be mine while you are here and in this or any other collar I may put on you. Now, stand up.” 
 
      
 
    I got up. Part of me was feeling really light headed because, well, I was not certain what it was that I was feeling. A little giddy for sure but something else just seemed to be telling me that this is what I was meant to be. 
 
      
 
    Then she started to lead me to the basement. I had not been shown the basement before so this was going to be interesting. I had not really tried walking up and down stairs but thankfully, Mistress took the stairs slowly and once down there, I noticed that she had a rather well furnished play space. 
 
      
 
    She went to her “throne” for want of a better word and sat in it, pointing to the floor and the little padded spot in front of it. 
 
      
 
    When we come to play in the dungeon, this is where we will ALWAYS start. This is where you will, oddly enough, first admit to things that you did that were bad, or things you didn’t do that you should have. Of course, to do that, you would have to have your gag removed.” 
 
      
 
    She reached down and removed it. 
 
      
 
    “Now, Christy, tell me your misdeeds so we can then give you your punishment.” 
 
    I looked at Mistress. “I failed to walk properly several times. I think it was five or six times. I didn’t dust the shelving properly in the dining room hutch. I purposely didn’t clean off the ceiling fan because I wanted to be disciplined. And while washing your panties, I wondered what it would have been like to be wearing something like those, Mistress” 
 
      
 
    Mistress looked down at me and smiled. “Interesting, Christy. Even things I didn’t know you confessed to. I hope you are still being honest with me. But I think that a suitable punishment and then proper disciplinary action can be taken so you keep in mind what your place is.” 
 
      
 
    She looked down at me, still smiling. “So, first the punishment. I am going to make you wear that chastity for a month for each little mistake.” I started to go pale. “Yes, Christy, the next three months for your transgressions. No, not 5 months for not walking properly. Wanting to wear panties like mine is okay.” I could feel the color return to my face. Then it disappeared again. “But know this, Christy. If you become my slave, you will live in chastity until I release you as my slave. And I don’t like to waste time by releasing slaves. I have had only one other sissy slave and I released her a month ago, just before you wrote to me. This does not mean that I am going to make you my slave but I want you to keep that in the back of your mind.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    “Now, Christy, you need to have some corporal discipline. And a reward as well.” She got up and with the leash in her and led me over to the middle of the space. I looked at the floor and saw some eye bolts in the floor. She led me into the middle of the two bolts and then locked my feet to them. Then she walked over to a cabinet and pulled out some sort of leather sleeve. 
 
      
 
    “Put your arms behind your back!” I did so. Then I felt it being slid up my arms and then some straps being run across my shoulders and under my arms. Then she walked back over and picked up the gag. 
 
    “Open your mouth” and then she placed the penis gag back into my mouth. Then she proceeded to TIGHTEN the arm binder glove behind me, pulling my arms tighter behind my back. Then she told me to bend over at the hips, since my waist was till corseted. As I did this, she pulled my arms up behind my back and left me there in that position. 
 
      
 
    I then watched as she walked back to the cabinet and then took something out of her cabinet and it looked like some kind of harness.  When she turned around, I could see the rather large looking dildo sticking out from it. She also had, in her hand, what looked like a bamboo or rattan cane. She was swinging it in the air and I could hear the WHOOSH as she did so. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m not going to hit you with this right away. But you will get to feel its sting tonight, sissy! And you will even get to feel THIS” as she held the dildo and put it in front of my face. “And if you are REALLY good, maybe something more realistic!” she smiled at me and I could feel myself getting aroused by the thoughts that she was putting in my head. 
 
      
 
    At first she kept my panties in place as she began her spanking of my ass. A few light spanks with her hand, then they got progressively harder and came faster. At about 50, she decided to change to her little flogger. I looked up and I could see a mirror on the wall and could actually see and hear as each lash was about to be delivered. And each one just made me want even more. I was learning that I was into PAIN??? 
 
    After the flogger, she moved to her riding crop and started to give me a little added warmth on my ass. I was moaning and enjoying it, even though there were some tears flowing down my face. 
 
      
 
    “Are you enjoying this, sissy?” Mistress asked and all I could do was mumble and nod my head. “I thought you might. But I should warn you that it is going to get a little more intense.” 
 
      
 
    Now, at this point I realized that we had NOT spoken of a safe word or anything. Plus, being gagged kind of makes it a little difficult to even SAY a safe word. And she was not kidding when she said it would get intense, as she then pulled my panties down out of the way. Then she went to work on my bare ass with her riding crop. 
 
    The sting was different but it was giving me, oddly enough, MORE pleasure. I was even pushing my ass out more. But when she got to the cane, I was shocked at the first lash and how intense the narrow strip of cane could inflict pain. 
 
    Now, while she had been giving me 50 lashes of each, at first I wasn’t sure I could take THIS for that long. But after the first 10, she stopped for a second and removed the gag. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, sissy, I could see that you were having trouble. So if you want to stop now, we can. Or I can slow it down. Or we can continue. You tell me.” 
 
      
 
    “Please, Mistress, can we take it a little slower? I so want to have your strap on inside me!” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll take it 10 at a time.” Then the next ten lashes were delivered and I cried out as each one hit. But by the sixth one, my crying out was begging Mistress, not to stop but… “More PLEASE!” 
 
      
 
    As the next 10 were delivered, she started asking me if I was ready to be fucked like a little sissy. I was moaning and then screaming, begging Mistress to take me! At number 50, I felt her start to push her finger into me, then a second one. I was squirming and moaning like a little slut by the time she was ready to push her strap on into me and without much effort or resistance from me, she soon was thrusting all 9 inches of that magnificent dildo into my waiting sissy cunt! That was what Mistress called it as she penetrated me! 
 
      
 
    After about fifteen minutes, I was panting and moaning, as I could feel myself edging closer to what felt like the most intense orgasm in my life. And it hurt because my little cock was still locked inside the chastity. And that was when she slipped in her little surprise. 
 
      
 
    “So sissy, you want a nice, juicy COCK inside your mouth, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    OH MY GOD! She was reading my mind and I was begging for a cock in my mouth, not realizing that her husband was actually there in the room until I saw him walk right up in front of me with his HUGE, beautiful and THICK cock pointed right at my waiting mouth. Before either one of them could say anything else, I had my mouth open and was wrapping my lips around his cock as he started to thrust into my mouth. I gagged a few times as he pushed it in, hitting my tonsils but as I had heard once, if you try to swallow the cock as it goes into the mouth, it makes things easier. What the heck, it was worth a shot. 
 
      
 
    It worked and now I had Mistress’ dildo thrusting into me and her husbands’ cock thrusting down my throat and I absolutely LOVED it! And just when I thought I couldn’t take it any longer, I felt my cock start to shoot cum out of the little hole in the chastity and onto the floor. I didn’t care. Minutes later, I could feel him tense up and it felt like his cock was actually swelling inside my mouth as he shot what felt like a gallon of warm, gooey cum into my mouth. I had to swallow some of it right away as my mouth could not hold it all in and I could feel some of it start to dribble out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Once he was spent, he pulled out. “I want to see your mouth full of cum, sissy!” Mistress shouted. Then I noticed that she had her phone out and was taking a picture of me with his cum in my mouth and then she pulled out. When she did that I felt so empty. When she walked around in front, she was able to see his load. “Now you can swallow it, sissy.” I swallowed and then smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Now clean his cock up, making sure to get it all off his cock and OUT of there as well.” He moved in closer again and I was licking and sucking his cock clean. And before I was done, he was getting hard AGAIN! And I was starting to feel turned on even more! 
 
      
 
    “You want HIM to fuck you now, sissy? Want to REALLY feel like a little slut?” I surprised myself yet again when I said, “Yes Mistress! Please let Master fuck me!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress smiled. She looked at her husband. He nodded. 
 
      
 
    “You will get another 25 lashes while his cock is in your mouth. Then he will fuck you like the little slut you are.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” And then his cock entered my mouth as she delivered another 25 lashes with the cane to my sore but very needy ass! When they were delivered, he pulled out of my mouth and walked around behind me and entered me, fucking me even harder than Mistress had been doing earlier. Mistress then walked in front of me and put the gag back in my mouth. As he was fucking me, I realized that I wanted… No… NEEDED more of this! 
 
      
 
    When I felt him shoot his seed into my ass, I felt like a complete slut. But I was also absolutely exhausted. Both of them saw this and I was gently released and allowed to lie down on the pad they put down on the floor. I felt a blanket being wrapped around me as I started to shiver as I cooled off. In seconds, it felt, I was asleep. 
 
      
 
    I did not know how long I laid down, as I had no idea of the time as I was in the play space. Mistress was there, sitting in her throne and as I awoke, I could see her get up and walk over to me. She was back in “normal” clothes. And when I looked down at myself, I saw that I was NOT wearing the maids uniform or petticoat and the corset was loosened. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, are you feeling a little better?” I nodded and then was happy to see her produce a bottle of water. “Drink this, sweetie.” I thanked her softly and drank the entire bottle in seconds flat. I seemed to be REALLY thirsty. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, how long was I…?” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me. “Only about an hour. My husband watched over you for a couple of minutes while I got changed. We took off your uniform and such because, well, you were starting to sweat a little much. 
 
    “I want you to know, Christy, that, well, what you went through on your first session with me, well, this does not normally happen. I would normally have stopped but… Well Christy, you seemed to be really getting into it and I didn’t want you to, well, become disappointed or disheartened. 
 
    “Maybe I went a little further but I played it by ear. Even my husband was watching to make sure you were alright, even before the pulling down of your panties, because neither one of us have seen someone who is an admitted novice go as far as you did. Even the younger subs don’t push themselves that far!’ 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her. “Does this mean that I went too far? Will I be allowed to meet with you again?” 
 
      
 
    “Reach down to your cock and tell me what you find” she smiled as I reached and felt a different chastity, not the plastic one from before. I looked at it and it was metallic and far stricter than the pink plastic one. 
 
    “Does this mean I can keep coming to serve?” I was still a little confused. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Christy, you can continue to serve me. But the chastity that you are wearing now means that I have decided to allow you to continue towards becoming my sissy SLAVE rather than just a little sissy pet subbie. This also means that I will start to have HIGHER expectations of you going forward. COMMUNICATION is very important now, as I do NOT want to push you too far, too fast. 
 
    “But I should tell you what is next. I know that we talked about having you come over once a week and I want to make sure that now I INSIST that you be here once a week, TO START. And I will REQUIRE you to come over, at first, one weekend per month. I will alternate the day of the week you come so that you can expand your knowledge of certain things, plus to teach you different things. 
 
    “Additionally, I will eventually, if you pass muster, require you to move in and remain here, serving as my slave FULL TIME. You may never get to that place, but I have a feeling that not only will you get to that point with me but that you will do so quickly.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank You, Mistress. I believe that is something that I would enjoy. I always fantasized about something like that but not really thinking I would even be able to do. I hope that I can make you proud of me, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “So far, Christy, you have. But now, you need to get changed and head off to your home. I want to see you, ready to go next Wednesday. And let me know what weekend is good for you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. And whatever weekend Mistress desires, I will make sure I am available!” 
 
      
 
    “Good girl. Now, off you go!” 
 
      
 
    I prostrated myself on the floor and kissed her feet. Then I stood up and she took my hand. I bent down to kiss her hand and she caressed my cheek. Then I went up to the bathroom, amazed I could remember how to even get there, cleaned up and changed into my guy stuff. I found the petticoat and uniform in the bag waiting for me and when I sniffed them, I KNEW they were going to need to be cleaned. 
 
      
 
    On the drive home, I thought about what had happened and part of me was thinking that this was just way too freaky. Freaky in terms of these were all things that I had been thinking about but never really thought I would get to experience. And the fact that not only had I actually begged to have a cock in my mouth but then I got one in my ass because I wanted it! Okay, a dildo is one thing and, well, I know that I had always been curious about it. When she actually asked if I wanted a COCK in my mouth, I said YES? 
 
    Oh, I know I did but it was still so freaky that I let that girly side of me take full control of me. It confused me and yet, at the same time, excited me. And no matter how I examined it, I so wanted to experience MORE such things. And I thought that maybe, with Mistress, I would be able to experience these things safely. 
 
    But the one thought that kept invading my thoughts was this. She was thinking about making me her sissy slave and wanted me as a live in slave??? While I had fantasies about it, I never really thought it could or would become a possible reality. And this thought caused my cock to stir in the chastity, which did hurt a little bit. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I got home, I made sure that I got the uniform cleaned. I had time and, thankfully, I also owned another uniform. I worked on arranging my schedule to be there all day Wednesday, even though it meant that I would actually work a weekend day, not that it bothered me all that much. 
 
      
 
    I also went out and purchased all the make-up that Mistress had used on me, those items I didn’t have and would spend several hours each evening working on making sure I could do a good job. Yes, sometimes I even pulled up more you-tube tutorials and would experiment with different things, trying them multiple times to make sure I could do it and make it look good. It’s amazing how hard it is to catch up on how to apply make-up when you don’t grow up doing it. And I worked on cinching up my corset better so that I could get it tight without having to have help. Let me tell you, it ain’t easy! 
 
      
 
    When the morning finally arrived, I made sure I got up early. I spent some 20 minutes working on my make-up and when I was finished, I thought I did quite well! The last time I went, I had my black uniform and undies. This time I was going to wear my white uniform with my black petticoat. I made sure I was all smooth and then pulled out my garter belt. I hooked that into place and rolled on some black seamed stockings with a white seam up the back. 
 
      
 
    Once I had them hooked to the garter belt, I took my white corset and wrapped it around and then hooked the steel gussets in place. I slowly pulled the upper laces until I got to the middle, and then repeated the steps from the bottom up. Luckily, I spent some good money on my corsets since NORMAL corsets are not made for the male skeletal system. These were and thus I was not trying to make my ribs shrink. 
 
    Then I picked up my newest purchase, a white satin thong! I slipped my legs into it and pulled it up, snugging it in place against my chastised cock. I looked and decided that maybe it was not a good idea. I took it off and pulled on my ruffled panties and realized that this looked “proper” for the uniform. Maybe if I was to wear “normal” girly clothes it would be good. Goodness knows I had some “normal” clothes that could be considered slutty, like a couple of really SHORT skirts, so maybe the thong would work with those. 
 
      
 
    I then picked up my breast forms and glued them into place. I held them for the fifteen minutes I needed to, though the corset did help hold them in place. Then came time to put on my uniform. First the petticoat, making sure it was in place so it would peek through the bottom of the uniform. Then I unzipped the uniform and stepped into it. I pulled it up and put my arms through the short puffy sleeves and then worked the zipper up. 
 
      
 
    I tied the apron around my waist and then picked up my wig. I pulled that into place and POOF! I was ready. And when I looked in the mirror in my room, I could see that I had done a fairly good job. Multiple hours of practice and I no longer looked like a train wreck or a first time drag queen! 
 
      
 
    I went out to my car and started it up. An hour later, I was pulling up to her house and parked where she told me to, around off to the side. I looked at the clock and saw that I was fifteen minutes early. I got out of the car, wearing flats since trying to drive in heels, well, NOT so easy. I pulled out my white stiletto heels and put each one on, taking and putting the flats on the seat in the car. 
 
      
 
    Then, practicing yet again what mistress told me, I made sure I stood straight, shoulders back, heel, toe, heel toe and walked to the back door as I had been instructed. 
 
      
 
    At the back door, I found my cuffs, gag and collar. There was also the leash that I was to present to her. So I put on the ankle cuffs, put the strap around my heel and locked them into place. Then I noticed the chain and two more locks and saw the little note, “connect your ankle cuffs together with this” attached to the chain. I did so, finding that it was going to be a little more difficult to walk when I could only use 10 inches distance. 
 
    Then I put the wrist cuffs on. The collar went on next and this one seemed a little different. Lastly, I picked up the penis gag and put it into my mouth and strapped it in snug but not too tight. Then I picked up the lead and opened the door as instructed. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the living room and knelt at the chair I had before. Mistress was not there yet but I knew I should NOT interrupt or do something I shouldn’t. So I waited. I did not have to wait long. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, come into my bedroom, NOW!” 
 
      
 
    I got up and walked over to the bedroom and found Mistress sitting on the edge of her bed, still wearing her nightgown. I walked up before her and knelt, holding up the leash as I was taught. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl, Christy. And I see that you have indeed been practicing your make-up techniques. And your uniform is absolutely divine! Now, I want you to stand up and then bend over the bed, then push down your panties.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded then got up and into position. Then I noticed Mistress grab her riding crop from the side table. She walked up and then spanked my naked ass, once on each cheek. I moaned into the gag. She spanked me again and I moaned again. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, are you enjoying this?” I nodded. “Christy, I am going to insert a plug in your ass for the day. Each day that you are here, you will wear this or another plug, locked inside your little sissy cunt, to teach your cunt to be available at all times. Before I insert it, I am going to warm up your ass and get you ready.” Then she started to slowly but forcefully swat my ass with her riding crop, causing me to moan and groan as each delicious lash struck me. After fifty lashes, she picked up the butt plug and after applying some lube started to push it into my little cunt. 
 
    At first it didn’t want to go in but after I relaxed a little more, it not only slipped in but it practically POPPED as it went inside me. It was not exactly huge but it was rather filling. Then I felt something else and this felt way too good! It was vibrating inside my ass and while it was not quite long enough to really stimulate that special place, it WAS sending some vibrations in that general area. This caused me to moan even further as it worked its magic. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Christy, it is vibrating. It will, probably, drive you a little nuts and make you a little horny even. But it is there to remind you that you have no control over things. And you will wear that all day today. 
 
    “Now, I am going to take my shower. You will make my bed and then, when I get out of the shower, you will attend to me.” She turned and left to the master bathroom and I started to clean up the bedroom, making the bed and cleaning everything from top to bottom. I listened and when I heard Mistress turn off the shower, I got up and waited. 
 
    “Christy, come attend to me now!” 
 
      
 
    I walked into the bathroom and saw that Mistress was naked and still standing in the shower. I noticed a towel and picked it up and held it out. Mistress then stepped out of the shower and I proceeded to dry her off, starting at the top around her neck and shoulders and worked my way down to her feet. And the site of Mistress there in all her regal glory did affect me as I could feel my cock try getting hard. Of course, the vibrator might have had some help with that but still, a naked woman standing there and being that close and actually touching them, even through the towel, was intoxicating. 
 
    “Now, Christy, I want you to apply the body lotion to my body. Do a good job now, Christy!” 
 
      
 
    I was thinking, “OH MY GOD!” as I squirted some into my hands and rubbed them together. Then I worked down her back and shoulders, then down to her ass. As I started to apply some to her cheeks, I heard her laugh. 
 
      
 
    “I bet you wish you didn’t have that gag in place. In fact, take it off for now!” 
 
      
 
    “Thank You, Mistress!” I said once I had it off. I put it on the floor next to me and then resumed rubbing the lotion onto her calves and down her shins. 
 
      
 
    Mistress then bent over. “Make sure you get the lotion along my crack, Christy!” I put a little more on my palm and rubbed it together and then worked down one side and back the other side of her ass cheeks. She was looking right at me over her shoulder and I could see her smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Christy, you may kiss my ass. In fact, I want you to WORSHIP my ass!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank You, Mistress” I smiled and then I brought my lips to her ass, first kissing every inch of her left cheek and then moved to the right. Then I did something that I never thought I would do. I brought my tongue right between her cheeks and tongued her hole, licking and even putting the tip INTO her hole. I licked there a couple of minutes and I could feel her pushing her ass into my tongue. Then she pulled away. 
 
      
 
    Okay, Christy, now work on my front, from the floor up!” 
 
      
 
    I put some more lotion on my hands and worked up the front of her legs, wrapping around her ankles and toes, then up the front of her legs and as I approached her mound, I got a little nervous. I didn’t want to be taking any kind of liberties with Mistress but I need not have worried. She grabbed my head and pulled it towards her mound. I could almost smell a faint aroma of arousal. 
 
      
 
    “Now you can worship my pussy, Christy. I expect you to do a very good job of worshiping my sex, as a slave should!” 
 
      
 
    She had me spend a delicious 20 minutes buried between her legs. I gently licked her lips and when I found her clitoris, while remembering that soft and gentle works better, having heard that somewhere, I worked all the way around it and I worked my way down towards her opening and into her vagina with my tongue. When I started to bring my hands up, I felt her grab my hands and lock them behind my back. 
 
      
 
    “Just your tongue and lips, Christy!” 
 
      
 
    I worked my way back to her swollen clit and paid attention to it as I heard her start to moan deep and loud. I wanted to bring my Mistress pleasure and based on how she was sounding, I think I was. And when she grabbed my head and held me in place, as I flicked her clit, suddenly I started to feel her squirt into my mouth. I was held there in place and started to swallow it all, though there was a lot. I was afraid I would spill or lose some of it, but eventually she stopped and let me go. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her and I could see yet another smile on her face. “Christy, that was very good but I think that maybe you need to ix your make-up. Go ahead while I get myself dressed.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” I went into the dressing room and washed off all my make-up, not that it was any good now, as smeared as it was. In fact, you could certainly tell that I was doing things that, well, were a little slutty from the looks of it. Ten minutes later I was all fixed and went back to the master bedroom and arrived just in time for Mistress to finish dressing. Today, Mistress was wearing Domme Clothing. This meant that she was wearing dark make up, black leather pants and a black leather corset. Over her feet, I could make out stockings or at least nylons as she was putting on her heels. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, good. Help me get my heels on, Christy.” 
 
      
 
    I got down and picked up the peep toe pumps and started to put them on her feet. I started with the left one and then wrapped the ankle strap around her ankle. Then I did the right one. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, kiss my feet!” 
 
      
 
    I bowed down and kissed each foot and even kissed each of her toes that I could kiss. I stayed down there licking and kissing her feet and shoes, making them shine. I was happy being there! 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy, I want you to know that today, I have three guests coming for sessions. You will greet each of them at the door and bring them into the dungeon. Once you have them before me, you will curtsy and leave us alone until I call or you. 
 
    “What you will do is make sure that the house is cleaned. There is laundry that needs to be washed. Dishes put away and basically all the normal duties for a maid during the day. 
 
    “When we get to lunch, I will teach you what I like to have for lunch and we will, together, enjoy lunch. Today, you will be gagged until I tell you to take it off. I don’t think you will need to do any talking. But I do want my home spotless, neat and clean.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. It will be my pleasure!” Mistress then reinserted the penis gag and off I went. I started in the living room of the house, figuring that it would be a good place to hear the doorbell. Of course, right about now, I was not really paying attention to the fact that I was going to have to answer the door dressed like I was. I just wanted to make sure I did a good job for Mistress. 
 
      
 
    Just as I was about to finish the living room, the doorbell rang and I, without really thinking about it, went to the door. I opened it and there, standing at the front door was a rather nice looking guy. I curtsied. He asked about Mistress and ushered him into the house, holding out my hand for his coat, as it was rather chilly outside. He gave it to me and I put it in the closet. Then I led him to the basement door and down to the dungeon. He followed and when I got him in sight of Mistress, I curtsied once again and turned to leave the space. 
 
      
 
    I went upstairs and finished the living room and went to work on the bathroom. Just as I finished, I could hear Mistress’ voice calling for me. I made sure I had the water off in the sink and went to the dungeon and noticed that the gentleman was still there, though naked and bound, standing in a spread eagle position. I also noticed that his cock was rather large and very erect. I walked up to Mistress, curtsied and then knelt in front of Mistress. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl, Christy. Now, I am going to continue your slut training by having you suck this nice submissives’ cock until he cums in your mouth. Do you understand me?” I nodded. “Good. Now, put your hands behind your back.” 
 
      
 
    When I did, Mistress attached a small chain and locked my wrists behind my back then took a strap and pulled my elbows back as well. Then I felt her undo the strap on the gag and take it out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Immediately, I began worshiping this cock in front of me. I licked the head and played with it using my tongue and I could hear him moan through his gag. I knew that he could not see nor could he hear since he had something over his ears as well. But his moaning could clearly be understood through the ball gag in his mouth. 
 
    When I worked my way down to his balls, he was starting to squirm and twist, not so much out of the way but more along the lines of pushing himself towards me and my mouth. After a couple of minutes licking and sucking on his balls, I worked my way, licking and kissing his long shaft, eventually getting back to the head. I then wrapped my lips around there and slowly worked my way down his cock and after some work, had him going down my throat. 
 
    When I did this, he was really feeling it, as I worked my way up and down his shaft, slowly at first, allowing him to feel it go down my throat. I admit that at this time, I was actually enjoying taking him slowly, driving him and his pleasure to new heights. I wondered how long he could hold out and found out that it wasn’t for very long as I felt him unload his cum deep into my mouth and some right down my throat. I eagerly swallowed it and once he was finally spent, I pulled away and then cleaned his cock, causing even more moans. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl. Open your mouth.” I did and Mistress put the gag back in. then she released my arms and wrists and told me to wait upstairs by the door for him. I went up the stairs and in a couple of minutes; there he was, with a big smile on his face. I handed him his coat and opened the door for him. He leaned in and gave me a peck on the cheek, seeing as he couldn’t reach my lips, and away he went. 
 
      
 
    I closed the door and then went back down stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Help me out by cleaning the place. Then I can show you how to proper clean and prep my toys.” 
 
      
 
    I listened as she told me how to clean off the leather and vinyl in the dungeon and then worked with Mistress to clean all the toys that she had used and then learned where they all went. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy, go ahead and take care of my bathroom. My next guest should be here in about an hour. After he leaves, we will worry about lunch.” I nodded, curtsied and then went back to work. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, I heard the doorbell and went to the door. When I opened the door, I was surprised to find the mail carrier there. I don’t know who was more shocked, the woman there holding out a signature pad or me, realizing that this was NOT Mistress’ guest. I do know that the mail carrier looked at me, smiled, and twisted her head as she realized that I had a collar around my neck and that there was a chain between my ankles. Then she noticed the wrist cuffs and the gag in my mouth. 
 
    I held out my hand for the woman to hand me. I figured that I could sign for whatever it was, as it seemed to be a package, and handed her back the pad. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, you just made my week. I really LOVE that uniform.” And then she left. 
 
      
 
    I closed the door and went downstairs. When Mistress saw the package in my hand and not someone coming down the stairs with me, she broke out laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I bet Sharon had a good laugh, Christy. I forgot that there was a package coming. Thank you and my guest should be here…” 
 
      
 
    I heard the doorbell ring and curtsied and then went back up to answer the door. I looked through the peep hole and then opened the door, gesturing for him to come in. I curtsied again for him and since he did not have a jacket, I led him to the dungeon. When he was in sight of Mistress, I curtsied for Mistress and left them alone. 
 
      
 
    I finished Mistress’ bathroom and neatened up the bedroom before I heard her call me. Part of me was thinking I knew what was about to happen and though this guy did not look as good as the first one, I realized that part of me didn’t even care. I walked to the stairs and went down. When I saw the guy on the floor, I rushed down and knelt next to Mistress. 
 
      
 
    I could tell that Mistress was concerned and when I noticed that, I was concerned too. He seemed pale and sweating. I recognized what this MIGHT be, as he was also a little heavy. I reached up and removed the gag and asked, “Diabetic?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and I went into action. I ran upstairs as best I could, grabbed a towel and wetted it, then grabbed an orange, a small carton of apple juice and then went to MY bag and grabbed my glucose tester. 
 
      
 
    I hustled down the stairs and put the towel over his head. Then I took out my tester and in seconds had his reading and it was LOW! He was still awake somewhat so I took out the glucose tablet I had in my tester, opened it and put it under his tongue. It was fast dissolving and as his sugar level rose a little, I could hand him the apple juice. 
 
      
 
    After a couple of minutes, he started to look and feel better. I looked at his face, as well as his eyes to see if he was okay. I watched as he looked at Mistress and then at me. 
 
      
 
    “How low did I go?” 
 
      
 
    I showed him the reading on the meter. 20. “Oh shit!” I nodded. He looked at Mistress. “I made sure I ate before coming over. I didn’t want this to happen and I am sorry, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    We got him up the stairs and he seemed no worse for wear. He sat down and after a few minutes was much better. I went back down stairs and started to clean the dungeon. I picked up my gag and took that to the sink too and washed it. Once I had everything cleaned, I went back up the stairs and saw Mistress sitting in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Christy. This was his third trip to me and while he told me he was diabetic, he never told me how bad he could get.” 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, he may have eaten but if he was excited or getting heated, it can trigger sometimes. I learned that the hard way, which is why I told you before we even met. I carry the tester and tablets, but usually they are for me. I am just glad I could help.” 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I called my next guest and delayed him, since I don’t like cancelling people. He will be here around 4pm rather than 3pm. I also let my husband know I would have a late guest. But right now, I think we need to eat ourselves.” 
 
      
 
    We got up and worked on a light lunch. While I love a salad, the more greens the better, this was far nicer. Not only were there greens but we added several other vegetables, including diced beets and cold asparagus. Some Italian vinaigrette and we were sitting down and enjoying lunch. 
 
      
 
    Now, during this lunch, we held a very different conversation. She wanted to know MORE about me and what I wanted in life. I learned what she was looking for, not in terms of partners and such but; it seemed, in a Domme/slave relationship. While she was somewhat switch, she really liked being a Domme and while her husband was kind of inching away from being Dom with her, he did want someone to dominate. But he was looking for another woman rather than a sissy. While Mistress wanted a sissy, not a man or woman. 
 
      
 
    But whatever happened, they would stay together. And when I started talking about what it was that I THOUGHT I was looking for, it seemed funny that I had to tell her that I was looking for something, well, not too far off from what she was looking for. I realized that I was looking for a female Domme to own me, enslave me, but to make sure I knew my place, maybe do, well, what she had already done, which was make me do “naughty, girly things. Mistress laughed as I told her that, then patted my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Christy, I think that the clock is telling me that I have some 2 hours before my guest arrives. Whatever shall I do in those two hours?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Mistress, smiling. She looked at me, smiling as well. “Get downstairs and take off your uniform. I think that I am going to give you a very thorough flogging and whipping this afternoon.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you. Mistress!” I got up, curtsied and then went down into the dungeon. I then removed my uniform and then undid the corset and put them out of the way. I wasn’t sure if I was standing where she wanted me but I figured that if I knelt there, if I was wrong, Mistress would tell me where to move to. But I had, indeed guessed right. 
 
      
 
    “Stand up!” I stood up and raised my hands up. She lowered the cables down and placed the snap rings on the wrist cuffs and then raised them up, pulling my arms over my head tightly. Then she knelt down and locked my ankles to the floor. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I so wish you had REAL breasts, sissy! But for now…” she reached up and started to peel away the forms. She got them off and then placed them over with the rest of my uniform. “I’ll make sure you have time to get yourself back together before my last guest arrives.” 
 
      
 
    She then put my gag back in my mouth. She pulled it very snug and then put a blindfold on me. Then I got the same ear protectors that the guy had worn. 
 
    I started to moan as she then took the spider clamp and placed it on my left nipple. When she put the other one on the right nipple, I moaned even more. Then I felt something being attached to my scrotum and moaned and squirmed. That really hurt some but there was no way to take it away. And when I felt a little weight being added, first to the clamps and then to my groin, I knew that this was going to be an interesting time. 
 
      
 
    When the first slap came to my ass, with her hand, I yelped. When I moved, the weights moved and twisted and pulled on the clamps, causing new and more interesting sensations. And Mistress worked through from hand to flogger to paddle to riding crop. And as each new tool was used, I found each one to intensify the delicious torment that my nipples and groin was getting. I really was a PAIN SLUT! I would have never imagined that pain could bring this much pleasure, but as each lash was delivered to my body, from right below my shoulders to my upper thighs, I could also feel my cock trying to get hard. It didn’t hurt though that the plug that was vibrating in my ass was also speeding up some and helped to arouse me as well. 
 
      
 
    By the time I could tell Mistress was bringing me back down, I had a longing inside me that I couldn’t even voice, being gagged as I was. But I went from wanting more lashes to then wanting Mistress to fuck me to ANYONE to fuck me. When Mistress was almost finished, she removed the ear covers as the doorbell rang. There was no way I could answer the door but it appears I didn’t have to. A minute later, Mistress’ husband came down the stairs with another man. 
 
      
 
    “Right on time and thank you dear for getting home early. I felt that Christy needed to be warmed up for this evening. I am sure that you won’t mind waiting a few minutes?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re good. Besides, I like to watch you work, dear.” 
 
      
 
    I felt my arms being lowered and then unhooked. When she removed the ball stretcher (I learned what it was later) I moaned a little more into the gag. When the clamps came off my nipples, I almost had my knees buckle. I heard my feet getting unlocked and I was led, still blindfolded and gagged, to a padded bench. Then I felt a strap go over my back and my ankles being locked in place again. 
 
      
 
    “Put your arms behind you, sissy!” I did as I was told. I felt the arm binder glove go up my arm and the straps around my shoulders. Then I could feel them being laced tightly and then my arms lifted up behind me. Then I felt the blindfold removed and I blinked some before I adjusted to the sudden light. Mistress then removed my gag, causing me to slobber all over the floor. I closed my mouth and swallowed but there had been a lot of saliva in my mouth and it was very difficult to swallow with the gag in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Then Mistress fitted a harness on my head. This one did not put anything in my mouth but did allow my head to be pulled back towards my elbows. “If you had longer hair, sissy, I would just tie your hair back. But this works” then she leaned down and gave me a little kiss on the lips. “I have a feeling that you wanted to get fucked again, weren’t you, Christy?” she whispered. “I whispered back, “Yes, Mistress” and this made her smile. 
 
      
 
    When the first lash of the cane hit my ass, I literally screamed out, “Fuck me, Mistress!” The next lash caused me to scream out, “Please, Mistress, Fuck Your Sissy!” and with each additional lash from the cane, I came up with other ways to beg Mistress to let me get fucked like the little slut that I was becoming. After the 100th lash, I felt Mistress pull out the plug that was inside my cunt as she bent over. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t fuck you but my husband and this other guest of mine will certainly oblige you and your need to get fucked! Enjoy, slut!” 
 
    It did not take them long to get started. I felt the first cock enter my cunt as I watched Mistress smile. Then I saw her husband come around in front of me and I opened my mouth, wanting his cock inside my mouth. He did not make me wait and soon I had the two of them thrusting into me. I was moaning and acting like a bitch in heat, trying to get these two cocks deeper inside me in any way I could. 
 
      
 
    It took only about fifteen minutes before I felt the first shot of cum inside my cunt! As I felt it, I could tell that I was about to have a mouthful of cum and he did not disappoint me at all. And this brought on my own cummy all over the floor. I was feeling totally slutty and was damned happy to feel that way. I felt them both pull out of me and I slurped and cleaned his cock as he pulled out of my mouth. Then the other guy came around in front of me and he fed me his cock to clean. He had a little cum still inside his cock as he fed me his cock. I cleaned him as well, feeling even sluttier, if that was possible. 
 
      
 
    Mistress released me and pointed to the floor. I knelt down and licked the cum off the floor, which was a mixture of my own cum and that which dripped out of my cunt onto the floor. Then I waited there for Mistress to give me my next instruction. I heard two pairs of men’s shoes go up the stairs and then saw Mistress’ shoes in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, I do not know what it is about you being here. But there is something about you and your eagerness to please that is causing me to feel some nice feelings. I am again feeling a little wet and I need you to take care of it for me!” I watched as she pushed down her panties and I immediately started to give her the worship that Mistress deserved from her slave. 
 
      
 
    As I licked her slowly and deeply, she whimpered some and grabbed my head and held it in place as her first orgasm hit, filling my mouth. But she did not let me stop. I continued to work her mound with my mouth and lips, trying my best to make Mistress happy. 
 
      
 
    “Christy, do you want to become my COLLARED slave?” All I could do was nod as she kept me right there between her legs right through her second orgasm. That was when she released me. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at Mistress. “If Mistress will have me as Her slave, then I would be HONORED to be Mistress’ property and slave, for as long as she will have me.” 
 
      
 
    Mistress looked down at me. Then, strangely, she called up to her husband. 
 
      
 
    “Bill, can you please bring me that package on the table?” 
 
      
 
    Two minutes later, he came down with the package that I had signed for. 
 
      
 
    “It’s actually kind of fitting, Christy, that you signed for this.” She then opened the package and pulled out three items. The first was a new collar. The other one was a new chastity, much different than the one I was wearing. The last thing was a very special dildo. At least I figured it was a dildo seeing as it was indeed shaped like a cock, but had some really strange things along the base. 
 
      
 
    Mistress walked up to me again. “You should probably get yourself cleaned up. I want you looking like the sissy you are going to always be before I go any further.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” I then got up, picked up everything and went upstairs to get cleaned up. While I was doing that, Mistress stopped by and told me that rather than in the dungeon, come to the living room when I was done. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, I arrived in the living room and saw her sitting in her chair. Sitting next to her was her husband and on the other side was a large flat pillow. But she pointed to the floor in front of her and I knelt there. 
 
      
 
    “Okay Christy. This seems a little sudden, but we have talked about this even before we had our first session. Something about you just seems to be what I want. I kind of thought that during our first meeting and it just intensified today. This weekend, I need you to be here, especially Saturday. On Saturday, I am going to collar you in a ceremony, in front of other Dominants and submissives. I know that you understand the significance of this. But I want to show you what it is you will be wearing.” 
 
      
 
    She picked up the collar and showed it to me. I could see no locking mechanism but I knew that it would lock. “This has a magnetic lock rather than a hasp or anything like that. It goes around the neck and stays there. It CAN be removed but, well, the process to remove it, well, ruins it. Once the tab here is pulled, it is permanently locked in place.” 
 
    She then showed me the chastity and this looked REALLY different. “This will become your chastity. This one does not lock around your scrotum but rather is locked onto your penis. You will be pierced in two places and then the penis is essentially threaded through the tub and then the bars go through the penis and little balls go on the ends of the bars to lock it in place. The balls are soldiered in place and then, it does NOT come off. 
 
    “You can see this little tab here at the end of the chastity,” and she showed me that and then the dildo that was the last part in the package. “This tab then connects to the end of this vibrating dildo which will be inside you at all times. This is to, well, I am sure you can guess WHAT it will do to you, but it keeps you stretched and filled. With the chastity and the gag, you will be filled at all times. 
 
    “Oh, I may not always have you gagged, but you will be permanently chastised and collared. The vibrating dildo will come out so you can take care of things of one sort or another, as well as bathroom things. Yes, that means either my strap on or a nice man’s cock going into your tight little cunt! 
 
    “But before I do this, I want to make sure that you are willing to become my collared slave. This would mean you moving in here with us. This would mean that you would live life, to everyone in the outside world, as a woman rather than a man. Yes, that means you will have implants and maybe even hormones. You will grow out your hair and in all things LOOK and ACT feminine, at ALL times. 
 
    “Yes, you will wear your uniforms while here. But as I understand, you have some ‘normal’ women’s clothes and we may need to get you some more. But you will, if you accept this, become a girl essentially. Well, a sissy but to everyone else, a girl.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at Mistress, tearing up. I had always felt that this is what I was missing and now, here it was being offered up to me. The part of me that was seemingly missing was right here in front of me. How could I even THINK of passing this up? 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I want… No, I NEED to be your slave. This is what I believe I am in need of to make my life complete. With a Mistress that wants me the way I am and a Master, I guess who knows and accepts me as the sissy I am. I would be honored to become Your collared slave, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Then that settles it. Tomorrow we can contact the doctor and take care of that part. He should be nice to you since he fucked you this afternoon.” Mistress smiled. “Yes, he knew and he said that he will give you a very nice ‘rack’ when you come out. I think he just wants to get you ‘fuckable’ tits, which could mean some good sized ones. But tomorrow we will take care of your things, from the boy stuff at your place and get your girly tings brought over here.” She then pointed to the pillow at her side and I sat down on it as she started to pat my head. I leaned my head against the arm of her chair as the television went on and we watched some silly movie, the three of us. It was not until then that I realized how late it was and how hungry I was as well. But five minutes later, the doorbell rang and as I started to get up to answer, Bill got up. Two minutes later, there was pizza! 
 
      
 
    That evening, Mistress brought me to a door that I had not opened before. I had walked by it many times and when she opened the door, I could see a complete bedroom, designed for a girl, maybe. It had soft pink pastel paint and soft pastels on the windows. There was a small twin sized bed, though it certainly was sturdy. There was also a dressing table with a mirror and the door on the side went to bathroom. When she showed me the closet, I saw that there would be room for all my girly stuff and my shoes. But I had a feeling that there was going to be more things needed as time went along. But what worried me was paying for all of this. While I did have SOME money, I didn’t know what the implants were going to run nor whatever clothes Mistress was going to want me to have. 
 
      
 
    But I put those thoughts aside for now as I was dead tired and wanted to get some sleep. I noticed that the alarm was set for 6am as I took off my uniform and slipped into the bed and promptly fell asleep. All I could think as I fell into a deep sleep was that I was now HOME! I was now who and what I was meant to be. I was a sissy! But more importantly, I was a SLUT! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
    You can visit my website at: 
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsit.com/website 
 
    Yes, I will EVENTUALLY get a website without all that crap on it. Sorry but right now, writing doesn’t pay the bills. 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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